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GOV. MORTON LEADING ON HIS GALLANT LAWRENCEBURG IND BRIGADE. 
“ Now we feel it an everlasting disgrace that our bridges should be guarded by Ohio soldiers when we have so many able-bodied men who should 
be formed into regiments and prepared for duty. And we most earnestly request you to take some steps to arou 
| compel them to act as men, or let us take their places, leaving them to attend to domestic affairs, while we shou! 
sent here, and go forth to assist you in protecting our homes.'’—Letter from the Ladies of Lawrenceburg to Gov. M 





» their dormant energies and 
ier the guns you 'so generously 
f Ohio,. 





Eatered according to Act of Congress in the year 1861, by Louis H. Sreruxns, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court 
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Weep & PARRY, PUB-| 
BOOKSE LLERS | 

and Importers, (Successors to H. W. Derby.) 
selling their own Pub- | 


LISHERS, 


625 Broadway. Are 
lications, together with all the current mis- 
cellaneous issues of the day at partly re- 
duced prices. 

They publish the following: 
POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR, 
The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 

cloth, 

Mrs. Partington, by B. P. Shillaber, 
The Sparrowgrass Papers, 
Riley’s Humors of the West, 
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Miss Slimme ns’ Window, 
Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 
Jack Downing’s Yankee Stories, 


HAWKES'S 
Celebrated Gold Pens, 


GEORGE F. HAWKES, 
MANUFACTURER, 
64 NASSAU STREET, NEW-YORK. 


Keeps constantly on hands, Pens of al 
sizes and qualities. Gold and Silver Screw 

Pen-holders, Tooth-picks. 

s to suit the demand. 

» above 
and finished in the best manner, and stamp- 
ed with manufacturer’s name. 

The Trade most liberally treated with. 

Single pens, or any of the above goods, 
sent by mail, free of ‘charge, to any part of 
the country, on receipt of price. 

Pens repaired in asuperior manner for 3% 
cents, inclosing the amount in three-ce 4 
Postage Stamps. 

ORDERS RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED. 

Send for Circular containing prices. 
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DERSONAL BEAUTY. | 
HUN'T’S “ BLOOM OF ROSES,” 
a rich and elegant color for the cheeks or 
lips. IT WILL NOT WASH OR RUB OFF, 
and when once applied remains durable for 
years. The tint is so rich and natural, that 
the closest scrutiny fails to detect its use. 
Can be removed by lemon juice, and will 
not injure theskin. This is a new prepara- 
tion used by the celebrated Court Becntios 
of London and Paris. Mailed free, in bot 
tles, with directions for use, for = 
ddress, Hunt & Co., Per 
707 Sansom street, PHILADELPHE A 
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VAN crx / PAIR. 


(JEORGE WASHIN GTON. 


HENRY A. BROWN, 35 Winter street, BOSTON, 1 ; 
being a fac — of the Ren »wned Original ST'UART’S WASHINGTON, at the Boston Atheneum. 
; Says Hon. Edward Everett: “‘The engraving is executed in a ve ry masterly style, and seems to 

} a m ost faithfully to represent the noble original. 

bs Ba Price on elegant paper, 50 cents; proofs $2 each. 
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| Costs onlk 

| one-third 

| much 

Tin, 

AND IS TWICE 
AS DURABLE. 





, has just :ssued a first class Engraving, 
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Fins and W arex LEAKY METAL | 
Proov. Applic JOHNS & CROSLEY, ROOFS of every 


to New and Old description; WiLL 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 


Roofs of all kinds, NOT CRACK IN COLD 
78 WILLIAM ST,, 


and sent to all OR RUN IN 
(COR. LIBERTY s8T.), 


Fr with. toll ~ WEATHER. 
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wuwW fonx. Agents Wanted. 


rections for use. 
Terms Cash ! 


Wem & ; Woon ee AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, FOR 
@ CEMENTING WOOD, tATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MARB LE, 
PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, bolt » CORAL, &c., &e., the 
which will withstand water. Liberal terms to Wh: »lesale dealers. 
PRICE TWENTY - FIVE CENTS. 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale W parmarenn, § 78 William st., cor. Liberty. 
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OUR GREAT PREMIUM. 


Fair 


To any one sending us $9.00 for three subscriptions to Vanity for one 


| tion for three years) we will present a splendid copy of 


WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 


which is published at $7.50 
tead the following notices of the work: 


Daily Pica 


year (or one subscrip- 


From the * yune,’’ New Orleans. 

we cannot but consider Worcester’s new book as in itself the ‘ pure well of English unde- 

for ages been flowing into it so copiously, to enrich it and to receiva 
r early mapped out and delineated as at once to furnish enter- 
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Publisher for Proprietors of Vanrry Farr, 
100 Nassau street, New York. 


VANITY FAIR 


iced its Fourth Volume. 
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With number 890, ‘* commer 


Vanity Fair’’ 


The success of this periodical has demonstrated the fact that a first-class 


HUMOROUS ORIGINAL PAPER 
n be sustained in this country. 
VANITY FAIR is the only paper in which the letters of 
ARTEMUS WARD 
will appear, being written expressly for it, and every letter will be appropriately illustrated by 
HENRY L STEPHENS, 
whose extraordinary talent for caricature has stamped him as the 
LEADING COMIC ARTIST OF AMERICA 
A varied and extensive qn of contributors, comprising many of the LEADING NAMES in the 
literature of this country, together with the TALENTED ARTISTS that have hitherto graced our 
pages, will still be found . i 
VANITY FAIR, 
while no effort or expense will be spare 2d b oF the Publisher to gather around him all the available tal- 
ent in every department that may be found in the whole country. 
To the past we point fearlessly as an evidence of what we will do in the future, with increased fa- 


cilities and the material aid which an —e ciative Public has given us. It will be the aim of the Pub- 
lisher to preserve the high tone of the Journal, and while its efforts will be to sustain 


OUR NATIONALITY, 


it will not be found hesitating about striking at corruption or shams in high places whenever the public 
welfare demands it. 

Asking for nothing but what is right, and fearing nothing that may be wrong, we shall strive alw ays 
to be open and just in our censures, while at the same time we shall not hesitate to approve that which 
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goods are fully warranted, 


is honest and true. : 
We beg leave to call particular attention to the fact that as. 
EVERY ARTICLE, 
EVERY ENGRAVING, 
EVERY JOKE, 
is prepared expressly for us, and paid for, VANITY FAIR is the only 
ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATED HUMOROUS PAPER IN AMERICA 


Many persons are not aware of this, from the fact that we are frequently copied without credit being 


given, thus furnishing a 
MINE OF WIT, 


to many so-called Comic Publications, which would otherwise die of Inanition. 


TERMS 7 dmemenpae A 
-- Postage unpaid.. 
. paid... 
paid.. 
unpaid... 
unpaid........ 


One Copy one year 


Two Copies one year (to one address) 
Five Copies one year (to one address) 
One Copy one year and Worcester’s Quarto Dictionary.... 


BOUND VOLUMES. 

Single Volume 

Three Volumes (1, 2 and 3) 

Three Volumes (to California) 

Three Volumes and copy of paper one year, books prepa 7 00 

Three Volumes a: (to California) becke prepaid only.. 8 00 
Remittances must be made in Gold, New York or Eastern Currency, or other Cr enna at New 

York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


- 600 





LOUIS H. STEPHENS, > for Proprietors, 
No. 100 Nassau street, New York. 
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States Government in 1855—5¢, By Gi 
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Just published. 
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MANUAL OF EVOLUNO 
OF THE LINE, 

THE FIELD MANUAL OF ky 
tions of the Line, arranged in a 4 
form, for the use of officers of the 
being juel to the auth 
Infantry Tactics. Translated, 
adaptation to the U. S. Service, frog 
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JOMINI'S ART OF WA} 


[Precis de l'art de la guerre] 

Summary of the Art of War; or, § 
Analytical Compe nd ha the Prin 
binations of Strategy, Grand T 
Military Policy. By. Baron de Jomin: 
eral in Chief, Aide-de-Camp General 
Emperor of Russia. A new and ac 
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A most superior and efficacious reme 
the prevention and cure of chapped |i 
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Chemist and Druggist, 
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WOSHY-BOSHY, 


The Prestidigitating Squaw of the Snakeheads. 


CHAPTER III. 


Wosny-sosuy was about two hundred and forty years old, but 
his mind was unimpaired. He was as vigorous mentally as he had 
been a hundred and seventy-six years before. 

There was a touching pathos akout many of this savage’s 
speeches. 

Meeting a party of white emigrants on the plains one day, he 
said : ‘‘ Brothers! the red man welcomes you to the wild hunting 
grounds of the West. The pale face will some day drive us from 
here. How is our Great Father at Washington? I belong toa 
race that is fast becoming extinct. Is there any whiskey or red 
pocket handkerchiefs in the party ?”’ 

Bursting into tears, WosHy-sosHy then scalped the emigrants, 
took their money and handkerchiefs, and fled to the primeval 
forest to conceal his emotion. 

He was of good blood. His father had been a red man of 
Gorilla proclivities, and had attained considerable local celebrity 
as a strangler of estray Mukes. 

Wosuy-bosuy, however, rather inclined to cannibalism. 

He had in his childhood slain and eaten his grandmother, and 
he ever after alluded to her, with a depth of feeling which did 
credit alike to his head and heart, as ‘‘ a sweet woman,” a tear 
glistening in his sorrel eye the while he spoke. 

‘*T wish there had been more of her,’’ he one day said, while iu 
a playful mood. ‘‘ Grandmother on the half-shell is good.’ 

He had a keen appreciation of humor. 

His temperament was atrabilious, with a marked tendency to 
etherealosity, but he was a hearty eater, and rose at five ; and al- 
though sometimes exhibiting flippancy in his converse, he was not 
knock-kneed or cross-eyed. 

In battle he shone with marvellous lustre—like a coal-oil lamp, 
I may say. 

Mounted in a trotting sulky and driving a pair of sombre mules 
tandem, be would drive furiously around in the rear of his war- 
riors, and order them on! and then he would drive home and 
have his mules put up, leaving his warriors to on. 

One night as he sat in his wigwam, smoking another of SHanty’s 


Brier Wood Pipes and discussing the Morrill tariff with Mutien 
the artist, he heard a horse railroad car stop in front of his wig- 





wam ; and directly there entered, in hot haste, a youthful Snake- 
head. 

‘“*How now, good Wo-no-sHe? 
with good tidings ?” 

‘* Wosuy-Bosuy ! listen to Wo-no-suz. My eye ain’t so eagle as 
it was! The Silvertoes have beat us in a fight and captured six- 
teen of our braves. They are now in Fort Lafayette.’ 

‘*Ha!”’ cried the chief, a sweet smile lighting up his bay coun- 
tenance, ‘‘ that’s good! They’ll take the Oath of Allegiance in a 
few days and get out, possibly bringing away some of the spoons 
with them. If they don’t escape in this way we must smuggle 
some washtubs into their cells. The washtub business has only 
been done once, and I regard it as a rather large thing.’’ 

‘* They shall be free !’’ cried Wo-no-sue, his knife Teaping from 
his belt as he spoke ; ‘‘ Wo-no-sue swears it |” 

‘*Hunkey boy !’’ said Wosny-nosny. 

‘When will you have a battle ?”’ inquired a gentleman named 
Eryneg, artist for an Illustrated paper. 

, Well, I don’t exactly know,” said Wosny-nosny, placing his 
forefinger thoughtfully upon his forehead. ‘‘ When does your 
next paper come out ?”’ 

‘*In about two days.’’ 

‘“* Well, we’ll get you up a gallant skirmish this evening, and 
perhaps a total route of the enemy. Buta gallant skirmish ‘sure. 
The pictorial papers must be encouraged.’’ 

‘*Then I will go to work on my sketches at once,’’ remarked 
the artist. ‘ 

‘‘ All right. But in whatever position you sculp me be sure and 
give me a fierce nostril !” 

‘*A picture of a battle, with real blood, would be a fine thing,” 
remarked a savage with a dapple-grey countenance. 

‘*It would indeed !” said Wosuy-sBosny. ‘‘ But we cannot force 
Art. Art must take her time. And indeed Art has made rapid 
progress. Already it enables the skillful draughtsman to vividly 
sketch a battle several days before it occurs! Bully for Art, says 
Wosuy-sosuy !” 

‘* Bully for all!” cried the dapple-grey savage. 

‘* Which reminds me of my new ballad,’’ said Wosny-sosny. 
‘*T will sing it. You have a great treat before you :” 


Comes the eagle-eyed brave 


I'll sing to you a bully good song, 
Bully aborigines, bully abo 
Join in the chorus and |} 
Stewed peas, stewed peas 

‘‘Tsn’t ‘stewed peas’ rather far-fetched ?’’ inquired a tall-com- 
plexioned savage. ‘‘ Don’t you think it mars the rythm ?” 

‘*Not at all, sir. I wrote it in the Iambic measure. Don’t 
rouse me to anger, if you please, sir!” returned the chief sternly. 
He however composed himself and proceeded with his composi- 
tion : 

We're bully boys with copper 
Bully for all, bully for 

And we'll knock the Silvert 
Previous to next Fa 

At the conclusion of the ballad the savages joined in an 
Ethiopian walk-round and dance, Wosny-bosny ‘‘ patting” with 
all the vigor of a young man of ninety. Nobody who saw him 
“ pat’? would for a moment think that his mind was impaired. 


(To be Continued 


their pins, 


ext Fall! 


None too Civil. 

At an informal gathering of military and miscellaneous gentle- 
men held the other evening, at the bar of an up-town hotel, the 
sarcastic old Dusenperry, being repeatedly urged by a gallant 
curb-stone Captain to offer an appropriate sentiment, finally 
yielded, and (rather rudely, we think,) came out with, ‘‘The 
Health of the sroadway Home GuarJd—aAll ’Swell!’’ 


— 
Interesting to many a Body. 

Without meat and drink, Mars is but an indifferent soldier. The 
judiciousness of furnishing a body of men with a good supply of 
spirits and animal food, preparatory to their taking partin an 
engagement, is well set forth in that passage of @ popular Scottish 
melody running—‘‘ Gin a body—Meet a b ody.’ 


N sencilla 
A Trying Reverse. 

You call for aerated bread and musty ale; instead of which the 

waiter blandly supplies you with aerated ale and musty bread. 
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THINK THZRE'S THAT GIRL WORTH A QUARTER OF A MILLION, FALLEN 


OV" WITH ME—AND HERE AMI A Marrizp Man. 


A WORD TO LANDLUBBER 


When a Landlubber first essays a saline sail o’er the ‘‘ ocean 


blue,’ which to V. F.’s thinking is rather green, he is popularly 
ipposed to be not only fresh in the ways of old Salts, but inclined 
to do a larger amount of heaving than the vessel to which he has 
onsigned his valise and other invaluables, including lif», liberty, 
and the pursuit of knowledge. V. F. desires to divest the minds 
of all lubbers henceforth and forever, of sundry errors in regard 
to nautical matters into which they may have doubtless fallen, in 
consequence of a too frequent indulgence in the tarry-toplight and 
all hands ahoy novels, and a too firm reliance upon the fidetity to 
nature of the Black-eyed Susans, and Long Tom Coffins of the 
Bowery. 
V. F., therefore in 


pursuance < 


this charitable ol)ject respect- 
f a voyage 


st is not an evening paper. 
verths on buard do not necessarily add to the censu 
not Hens’ nests 
are not engaged to Box the compass. 
: Way of the ship i t the extent of her avordupois. 
: Boatswain does not x all hands with a meerschaum. 
> over a dead calm 
well of a ship’s side not caused by the Drgopsy, nor is the 
the bowsprit a tallow candle 
The Deck is not a pack of Cards 
The Hold is not the vessel’s gri; 
of the sea i it of the ship’s log 
2 crest of a wave is not an indication of its rank 
Buoy is not the Captain's son 
men are not beat to quarters with a club. 
blast their eyes with gunpowde: 


ao not y i a slow 


ro 


never boarded at Hotels 
uriec > it is not wrapped in its 


olphus —(Giving the cradle containing his infant a vindictive kick.)—Tuuxprr! to 


Unwholesome Bread Stuff, 


We read a few days ago, the harrowing 
tale about a baker who at Brooklyn does 
dwell, finding a loaded bomb-shell in the 
centre of a barrel of flour about to be con- 
verted by him into bread. If our bread is 
to be thus adulterated by the wily agents of 
Rebellion, the look-out is a baddish one for 
those who prefer it toasted, because the idea 
of gunpowder toast is anomalous, and utter- 
ly at variance with the laws of explosives, 
The Daily Times wonders why the infernal 
apparatus was placed in the barrel of flour. 
As to this, the only suggestion we have to 
offer is, that the bombastic person who put 
the bomb there imagined the flour to be the 
flour of the Federal army, and wanted to 
destroy it just about the time it was most 
likely to be kneaded. 








What it Means. 


The London Times says our independence 
is all ‘‘ stuff.” V. F. agrees with the Great 
Blunderer ; it is the kind of stuff Jonn But 
needs most—Bread Stuff. 





“Though we say it who shouldn’t.”’ 


Why is McCuetian’s Army like Vanity 
Farr ?” 
Because it is distinguished for the Bravery 
and Brilliancy of Its Columns. 
ee nees 


To an Ignorant Correspondent. 


The execution of the Grand Pas referred 
to by the critics does not imply the hanging 
OVER of grandfathers. 


HEAD AND 





shrouds, and when she is hogged she is not necessarily laden with 
Pork. 

‘The bow of a ship is not an evidence of its politeness. , 

A sailor’s stockings are not manufactured from a Yarn of his own 
spinning. : > 

The cat-o’-nine tails is not a lusus nature of the feline species. 

You cannot rig a ship with a yoke. 

The ‘ strands of ocean’ are not made of hemp. 

The sails of a ship are not made by an auctioneer, nor are the 
stays constructed by a milliner. 

Mariners do not clean out their chests by the use of Lozenges or 
hoarhound candy. 


=< ———— 


Varnish for Sticks. 

Among the novelties in clothing, we find announcements made 
of a water-proof garment, ‘‘ warranted not to be sticky.” This 
ought to be interesting to the many awful persons connected with 
oratory and the stage, to whom a Habit anywise the reverse of 
‘‘ sticky’’ would be fresh and becoming. 

lf 
A “ De Jure” Opinion. 

One of the non-committal members of the jury in the case of 
the ‘‘Savannah’’ pirates, avers that a corsair armed with a board- 
ing-pike must not be considered as ‘‘ A Salt with a dangerous 
weapon.’’ 

— a 
Free Translation of ** In Vino Veritas.” 


Brandy Peaches. 
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Hand guns did not come into use until abouta fortnight after the 
discovery of gunpowder; the delay in producing them being, as 
usual, attributable toa contractor. In this instance, we regret 
being obliged to record that the blame is thrown by reliable his- 
torians upon a Connecticut person, the flints furnished by whom 
were tested by a board of competent military men, and found to 
be made, exclusively, of wood. On being impeached for this 
blunder, ‘the contractor excused himself by stating that, as he 
made the flints by the cord, in the same manner as fire-wood, he 
considered that he had aright to dispose of them as fire-wood, 
and did so by the cord, accordingly. To the credit of a general 
officer of the day, who had sat so long upon the wooden flints that 
he has been handed down te posterity by the name of Tovcuwoon, 
he cut-the matter short by saying that ‘‘as the contractor had 
furnished spurious flints by the cord, so he must die by the cord,”’ 
and ordered him to be strung up on the nearest tree as soon as ever 
he had finished his bree ikfast. They happened to be in the middle 
of agreat prairie then, where there was not a tree in sight ; and 
upon a base line being drawn and triangulation made by a lieuten- 
ant of engineers, it was found that the nearest tree was a small 
persimmon, that stood by the side of a pond about three hundred 
niles distant from the fort. This changed the aspect of affairs for 
the Connecticut person, who was taken into the confidence of the 
board of competent military men, at once, and subsequently 
realized a large sum of mouey by altering his wooden flints into 
“chips’’ of the kind used in gaming, and disposing of them to 
the gamblers who greatly abounded at the station. 

About this time, matchlocks of a very inferior construction 
were thrown into the market. They were called breech-loaders. 
The charge was inserted at the touch-hole, out at which it usually 
found its way when the lucifer match or lighted end of a cigar 
was applied to it, killing the arquebusier, and frequently distigur- 
ing his features so much as to render them a burden to him for 
the remainder of his life. On this account they soon went into 
disuse—that is, the breech-loaders did, not the features. 

Shortly after this, a mechanic of great originality and genius, 
whose name, unfortunately, has gone astray somewhere in the 
lapse of time, conceived the idea of the ramrod. Fired with his 
idea, the enterprising inventor declared his intention of ‘‘putting it 
through,’ ’ which he soon did. For, at the very first trial, having 
charged the gun with powder, he forgot to withdraw the ramrod, 
which was discharged, consequently, and put through the hats of 
a board of militia officers who were present at the time : nor was 
its rapid career stopped until it had gone through a flitch of bac on, 
& bar-room, several windows, and the Court of Bankruptcy, whi 
happened to be in the way just at that moment, as usual. 

om 
A Tale of a Tub. 

One of the prisoners confined in Fort Lafayette, Lowper by 
hame, attempted to escape lately by embarking in a wash-tub 
What means of propulsion he meant to employ we are not inform- 
ed; but, considering the description of craft selected by him for 
his conve syance, it is reasonable to suppose that he calculated upon 
being washed ashore. 

—_- 
‘ Personalities in Wit.’ 


Calling Things by their proper names. 
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To Oblige Bennett. 


The Herald, which is always in want of 
something-—chiefly decency—wants now a 
Napotgon. The Herald can’t get along 
without a Napoteon and it says that our 
army can’t either. We are not so sure 
about the army but the Herald seems to be 
in earnest. We recommend the Herald 
therefore to advertise, and gratuitously 
write out for it the form of advertisement 
necesssary : 

‘Wanted, A Naporzon. Apply at the Herald 
office for two days between the hours of 10 and 4. 
To one capable of filling the position good wages and 
the comforts of a home will be guaranteed. Must 
bring the best of city references. 
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Vanity Fair to Wm. Wilson, Col. 
Dear Buty : 
Bully for you. 
Yours, &c. 
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THE RHYME OF THE REBEL. 
A Lay or LAFAYETTE. 


All in a casemate I'm confined 

...A MateI never thought to get... 
A row of sentinels behind, 

A bay before that’s very wet. 


I do not live on gorgeous fare ; 

No sweetmeats on the buard are spread ; 
And soldiers, when I take the air, 

Point loaded muskets at my head. 


I see the tall ships sailing by ... 
I would I were as free as they. .. 
Like southward roving birds I'd fly, 
Or, say, like Paice, I'd run away. 


Though bolts and bars confine me yet 
Exempt from battle’s wounds and scars, 
I cannot Bolt, nor can I get 
A drink from any of these Bars. 


The floor is hard upon my bones, 
And often it occurs to me 

If there were sermons in these stones 
Why, what a preaching there would be ! 


Great Britain may attack, ’tis thought, 
These harbor works, some stormy night, 
But any Storm that takes this fort 
Must Blow Great Guns, if I’m aright. 


I'm very sorry that my face 
Against the Government I set, 

And I shall bless It, if Its grace 
Will get me out of Lafayette. 


For when I stooped to steal and fight, 

I thought that Cotton still was King ; 
I did not know the Union’s might, 

Nor count upon this sort of thing. 





the drama,” observed Mr, Bercuer, “ when 
Seven Suns are even now required to make 
the theatre attractive.’’ 





“Now Comes the Tug of War.” 


This is what the rebels will say when our 
gun-boats get down among them. 





OFF Fort Larayeétre, A SHORT TIME SINCE. 





PACIFIC ?—IS IT? 


In common with the rest of mankind—gorillas not counted in— 
we rejoiced greatly when, a few days since, it was announced that 
the Pacific Ocean had been united to the Atlantic in the bonds of 
electricity. It was natural and right that we should have thus 
rejoiced. Anything Pacific within grasp of us was a comfort after 
long months of grasping the typical tomahawk forced into our 
mental clutch by the severe exigencies of war. The query ‘‘ Was 
that a Dagger that we saw before us?’’ was continually recurring 
toour mind, whether our gaze happened to fall eagerly upon the 
festive knife and fork or dubiously upon the laborious pen : but 
some diversion in our favor appeared at length to be at hand, and 
we thought how sweet it would be to revel in a little daily truth 
from the Pacific, after going through a course of hourly lies from 
the Potomac. How mutable are the sentiments of life !—how 
evanescent its anticipations and hopes! Yes, indeed. Already 
have the ‘‘ happy couple” above alluded to, the Pacific and Atlan- 
tic, shown signs of temper toward one another. Words have 
passed—there can be no doubt of that: but that some of them 
were hard words, we are sorry to perceive from what follows : 


‘*The following telegraphic despatch was received in this city the same day 
it was sent from San Francisco :— 
San Francisco, Oct. 26, 1861. 
Crrvus W, Fretp, New York :— , 
The Pacific telegraph calls the Atlantic cable. 
A. W. B. 


That the Pacific Telegraph means nothing complimentary in 
thus characterising the Atlantic Cable as A. W.B., is but too 
evident from the slimy manner in which initials are made to do 
duty for words. A. W. B., for instance, might stand for A Whey- 
faced Beast ; while it requires but very little imagination to con- 
jure out of those letters the expression A Wishy-washy Blusterer. 
Also, they might readily be construed into the signification of A 
Water Butt—which, if truth, is, indeed, the worst kind of libel, 
might be justly actionable, and was judiciously kept out of sight. 
Numberless other interpretations of a character the reverse of 
flattering might be suggested from the mystic A. W. B.: but, on 
the whole, we are inclined togo infor the Water Butt, which, 
singularly enough, seems to have some Dry humor in it. 
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NATIONAL HYMNS. 


Mr. Ricuarp Grant Wuirt, a literary gentleman of antiquated 
tastes, not wholly unknown in connection with an obscure author 
named SuakesPpeane, of whom he professes to be a scholar, or 
rather The Scholar, par excellence, and whose works he has edited, 
how, is not the question on the present occasion; Mr. Wurre, we 
say, having an abundance of leisure on kis hands, has lately 
‘‘given a few days to the preparation’ of a dissertation on 
National Hymns. This dissertation, or ‘‘libel’’ as Mr. Wurre 
learnedly and justly calls it, is the result of his association with a 
number of gentlemen of this city, mostly of the mercantile per- 
suasion, who elected themselves a Committee, ostensibly for the 
purpose of selecting a National Hymn, (for which they offered a 
fabulous number of shekels,) but really, it is whispered, for the 
gratification of their edible and bibulous propensities. They met 
o’nights at each other's palatial mansions, in the neighborhood of 
the Fifth Avenue, and unbent their mighty minds with Mumm 
and MS. The brimming beaker primed them with patriotism, the 
opulent oyster crammed them with criticism. Saddle Rocks sat in 
judgment on sentiment ; Blue Points blazed away at bathos ; and 
the mingled exaltation and exasperation of the East Rivers, as 
they alternated between the excellent and the execrable—what 
tongue or pen can describe? The number of MSS. they received 
has been made public, the number of oysters they devoured has not ; 
like the “‘ nobody hurt’’ at Sumter, or the Unknown Quantity in 
Algebra, it passeth understanding ! Twelve Hundred songs to read 
—had V. F. been on that Committee the succession of the whole 
bivalve family would have been endangered. 

From this terrible twelve hundred Mr. Wuure has selected a 
dozen or more for his libel. We shall not venture to quote from 
it, for the world, which forgives much in a commentator, forgives 
nothing in acomic writer. It is one thing to edit SHaKEsPEARE, 
another to edit Vanrry Farr. 

Would V. F. have printed a National Hymn, in the first stanza 
of which the Anthem of Liberty is not only bidden to wake in its 
loftiness, and sweep the land, (new aathems sweep clean, we sup- 
pose, like new brooms,) but also to light patriot fires, and pledge 
the old flag! Anthem of Liberty, indeed! Who ever heard of 
an anthem sweeping, making fires, and pledging things? The 
poet must have been thinking of his maid of all work,—if he has 
one. Pledge the old flag—why, it is still in the possession of our 
Uncle, (the avuncular Samvr., you know,) and is likely to be for 
some time yet. There’s the new flag, now, the Secession Rag 
the C. S. A., (Consolidated Swindling Association ?) would gladly 
raise the wind on that, if the poet would only show them how. 

‘¢ A grand, a truly noble lyric, this,’ says Mr. Wuire, speaking 
of the aforesaid Anthem of Liberty. It grieves V. F. to disagree 
with ‘‘Suakespgkare’s Scholar,’’ but in this instance he really must. 

In the course of his dissertation (we beg pardon, libel,) on 
National Hymns, Mr. Wuirs discusses the authorship and the 
merits of ‘‘God Save the King,’’ and ‘ The Mavrseillaise.’”. The 
former, he tel!s us, has been attributed to Jonn Bunt, an English 
musician of the time of Exizapern and James I.; the latter, let us 
tell him, has been attributed to Jonn Veat, (Jornvinte?) a French 
prince of the time of Lovis Pamir and Naporron Ill. Of this 
Joun Bux, (the ancestor, we presume of the present Joun,) a story 
is related by Woop, (query? Fernanpo,) in his Fusti Oxon, (a 
Latin treatise on fasting oxen,) to the effect that he—(BuLt, not 
the blockhead, Woop,) discovered himself to a musician at St 
Omer’s by taking a piece of music in forty parts, and adding forty 
other parts to it. ‘* The fact is,’’ says Mr. Wurrs, ‘* as any person 
who can read a musical score, knows, physically impossible."" We 
deny the impossibility of any fact, least of all of this one ; for forty 
parts contain but two score, and eighty only four score, as any tyro 
in arithmetic knows. Did Mr. Wurrr never hear of a musician of 


four score? If so, he is more ignorant than we had imagined. 





To return to ‘‘God Save the King.’’ It was not written by 
Henry Carey, as Mr. Wurrr alleges, but by Carry’s daughters, 


Auice and Pups, (‘‘ Mother Carsy's Chickens,’” they are some- 
times called,) of whom he may have heard. It és a Jacobite song, 
however, as he supposes; for it was written for the original 
Jacons. 

We have a bone of considerable magnitude to pick with Mr 


Wuirr. He devotes whole pages of his libel to the English and 
French National Hymns, but hasn’t a word—certainly not a good 
word—for either ‘* Yankee Doodle,’’ ** Hail Columbia,’’ or ‘* The 


Star Spangled Banner We don't care a Continental, (the new 
magazine, not the old objurgation) whether he likes them or not 
but we maintain that it was his duty to have given us their his 
tory. We shall endeavor to supply his neglect 

“The Star Spangled Banner,’ was written by a young g 
man named Key. His history is wrapped in considerable o 
xourity, one biographer making his family identical with that of 
Look, (in the words of Honnes, the English Philosopher, 


entle- 
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v 
‘* What's a key without a | 
What’s a lock without a key *’) 
another of Spanish origin. We incline to the latter opinion, hav- 
ing frequently met members of the family, with remarkably 
Spanish characteristics. They were unmistakeable Don Keys. 

The music of ‘‘ The Star Spangled Banner,’’ is not original. It 
is an old French air, Mr. Wurre tells us, and is known in England 
as ‘‘ Anacreon in Heaven.’’ There is no such air, Mr. Waite. It 
is not ‘‘ Anacreon in Heaven, vhat would that jolly old Greek 
be doing there?) but ‘‘ Anna Crean in Heaven’’—Miss Anna 
CrEAN, the favorite sister of the lad rell-known journalist, 
whose loss it celebrates. She was » of his pathetic bal- 
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HUMORS OF THE WAR. 
Reset Acricutrure—A Muississippt SHELLER AND PLANTER. 


HOW TO TALK ABOUT ’EM. 


So long ago as the defeat of Firoyp at Gauley Bridge by Gen. 
Rosencrans it became evident to the mind of Vanity Farr that a 
new system of reportorial phraseology would have to be adopted 
for the especial benefit of the Rebels. The basis of such a system 
is found in the great fact that the Rebels are all thieves. They 
have stolen everything that they could possibly lay their hands on. 
Beginning with the forts in Charleston and the sub-treasury at 
New Orleans, they have descended in the straight line of filching 
to the spoliation of a Western showman’s monkeys and ‘‘ wax-fig- 
gers.’ Being thieves, then, beyond all dispute how can we with 
any regard for consistency apply to them the terms that can only 
be applied to an honorable soldiery? It can’t be done! Even the 
daily papers, with whom we pick this bone, confess as much. At 
the time of the Gauley Bridge affair, we remember, one or two of 
our leading dailies headed their reports with this line in great 
staring type : 





Rerreat or FLoyp THe Tuer! 


Now it is with this very head-line that our reform steps in. 
Thieves do not “ retreat,’ Messrs. Editors. They ‘‘ pad the hoof,” 
“lope,” “‘ namaze’’ “ pike into Daisyville,” etc. To apply to their 
fugitive movements any other terms than these is to be guilty of 
the grossest anachronism. ‘The same rule holds good throughout, 
and the Battle of Gauley Bridge, for instance, should properly 
have been described in this wise : 

‘“‘The notorious cove, Froryp, with about 2000 of his pals, 
attempted yesterday to crack ore of Uncle Saw’s cribs in Western 
Virginia. The crib was planted, however, by the Union fly-cop 
Rosexceans and a gang of traps. Stagging Rosencrans, Fioyp 
roared out ‘ Dakma the bloke and cloy his cole!’ But it was no 
go. The Philistines came down on Froyp and his pals like a bag 
o’ nails, and sarfeited about 200 of them with blue plum. Froyp 
now moved his beaters across the river. The lay of these coves 
was a dusty one. For two months they had gadded the hoof, 
their peck had been very quisby all the time and now their white- 
velvet was all gone and they had nothing to sluice their gobs with. 
In the night Frovp tipped the wid and by morning the whole 
gang had loped. It is confidently expected, however, that this 
notorious scrubado will be lagged, and scragged too, before many 
months are past.” 

This style of reporting might not be very intelligible to the 


| 








majority of readers at first, but, if generally adopted, we are con. 
fident that they would get used to it after a while. 

In the course of time the system might be simplified, and the 
‘‘ Rebellion Record” enriched by the applicatien of neat and appro- 
priate aliases to the more prominent of the enemy’s generals. 
Thus BeauReGarD would soon figure in the morning papers as 
Downy Perer, Wise as Cackiina Hen, the Missouri fugitive as 
Price the Pixer, while McCutLoven would go down to posterity as 
GonorrFin Ben. 

So radical a reform in daily journalism could not fail to react 
upon the stage. Our system once adopted, we can expect nothing 
less than that ‘‘A Gentleman of this City,” will avail himself of it and 
furnish us a contemporaneous drama in which BEAUREGARD, as one 
of the dramatis person, looking across the turbid waters of the 
Potomac at Washington (F.) shall vent himself in English heroics, 
in—well, say somewhat in this style :— 


I see a crib that no one South can crack, 
We’ve lost our “ Jmmy,” would we had him back !— 
Old Ase’s a prig that all my coves do fear, 
And with McCLetian keeps me quiet here. 
Else quick I’d cross and bienly dub the jigger, 
Pinch all the swag, put darbies on each nigger ; 
Then nap the regulars and go a hazard, 
Cramp Bitty Skwarp, stave in CHase’s mazzard, 
Show all the North the Constitution’s played out, 
And lay out mudsills until all are laid out. 
At Wittarp’s afterwards we'd call the roll, 
Order up booze and never post the cole. 
Mounting my prad I'd go then to the forts, 
Take all my bob culls and my bené morts. 
I'd hold high revel, sluice my gob alway, 
Ne’er fash myself, nor think of cramping-day, 
But Bingavast’s the word! I must namaze, 
McC eiian’s cutty eyed and knows my lays ; 
He’s fly enough to shut up every boozing-ken ; 
If 1 did that each day I would be losing men. 
Kinchins and cullies, ail must have their bingo, 
Keep the lush from them and they'll lope, by jingo! 
Our game is dusty, but we cannot stop ; 
It’s either fight or take the morning drop. 

[Enter one of Beauregard’s coves, hurriedly. | 
Cove.—The cops are coming ! 
BEAUREGARD. — Then I'll stow my wid, 
Button my bone-box and do as Froyp did. 

[Runs off (R.) as Federal skirmishers enter (L.) | 
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As to Lowber. 


Apropos of the attempted escape from Fort Lafayette last week 
the World naively remarks : 

“How Lower obtained the means by which he hoped to escape is yet a 
mystery. On Saturday a woman had been allowed to pass iato the fort on pre 
tence of seeing her husband, and it is supposed she may have furnished them.”’ 


The ‘‘ means of escape’ here referred to are thus enumerated : 

A long rope ; 

A life preserver ; 

A large new wash-tub. 

We can account for the rope and the life preserver. They might 
have been smuggled in by “the woman.’’ But candor compels us 
to state that the large new wash-tub ‘‘ gits’’ us. Perhaps, however, 
‘*the woman”’ concealed that in her reticule. 

SL AR = Saget allele 
‘* Art is long—Life short.” 

It has been stated, from time to time, that some of the artists of 
the illustrated journals have exposed themselves very conspicuous- 
ly to danger in several of the recent skirmishes. This is very 
rash of the artists: but it is possible that they thus put themselves 
in the front, professionally, with a view to Drawing the enemy’s 
fire. 


Why Lowber didn’t get away from Fort Lafayette. 


Because the Watch there is so arranged that it can’t have any 
‘* Escape Movements.”’ 


a 


‘* Toere’s Someruina Toucuina in tuat'’—as the unprofessional 
visitor #7 the battle field said when the cannon ball grazed his 
nose, 
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JEANETTE AND JEANNOT. 

[Corrected at the suggestion of the Broadway Brigadiers.] 

JEANETTE. 

You are going far 
away, far away 
from poor JeAN- 
ETTE ! 

There’s no one left 
to love me, now, 
and you too, may 
forget. 

With those straps 
upon your shoul- 
ders and that sa- 
bre by your side, 

You'll attract some 


Southen lady 
and be making 


her your bride. 
Now yeu wear that 
uniform and that 
tri-colored cock- 
ade, 
You'll forget the 





one who loves 
you and whose 
happiness you 


made. 
Yes, with straps upon your shoulders and that sabre by your side, 
You will capture some fair rebel and be making her your bride! 


You will capture some fair rebel and be making her your bride ! 


JEANNOT. 


You’re mistaken, dear JeanertE ! I do not go away, 
I simply wear this uniform to promenade Broadway. 
True I look just like a soldier, but I only make believe, 
Do you think to save the Union, I Detmonico’s would leave? 
No! Let others do the fighting, while I the honor share, 
For green folks think I’ve ’listed since this uniform I wear ! 
The Home Guard I belong to, most surely will disband 
The moment we are certain that there’s any work on hand ! 
A blue and gilt deception, O, my dear Jeanerrs, I stand. 
s —— = 
BIOGRAPHICS. 
By Our Grapuic Man. 
Avaustvs. 

Every man ought to have a biography. It is essential to happi- 
ness. Provided we can accumulate a sufficiency of time, we intend 
to write and publish biographies of the several names in the Metro- 
politan Directory, and the country at large—including Mr. Suirn 
and our enthusiastic Office Boy. Justice shall, so far as we are 
concerned, be done up in small parcels and promptly delivered to 
every man, woman and child in this city, on this continent, and 
in Coxsackie. What more could you ask? Eh? What more? 

Our style in the matter of the biographies shall be wsthetic and 
phosphorescent, also opaque and mysterious, like that of the great 
critical writers of the day upon burlesque dramas. At times we 
shall emit sarcasm—occasionally let fly the fatal fling, wreathe 
riotous roses of reeking wit and rampant humor. Tenacity shall 
also be found in our style—possibly there are some who may not 
comprehend what we mean by a “tenacity of style,’’ if so let 
them call in a carriage between the hours of thirty and forty P. 
M. at this office, and partake of a verbal explanation. 

It is perfectly clear to the Zribune that the Seven Sons are the 
cause of slavery and contrabandage. This fact, if fact it be, exerts 
no small influence—no facts do, do they? Of course not. Why 
should they? Are not facts stubborn things? Are they not cross- 
grained and self-willed. Do they ever give way or niake room ? 
The fact of the Seven Sons is enough—and so is slavery. We are 
growing tenacious. The biography of the Sons will receive excel- 
lent attention in due course. We have thus far been betrayed by 
a traitor. We have been led from the subject in hand, but being 
willing to forgive ourselves let us return forthwith. Style is what 
troubles many—it troubles the Ledger exceedingly, but seldom the 
Herald. ‘The World has it bad in-several places, and the Times is 
thick with it. We are insured against any plague of the sort in a 
Wail street fire insurance company, so that there is no fear of our 
eloquence burning disastrously-——unless indeed the policy should 
expire, in which case we shall let the company provide it with a 





funeral at our expense. We know we are terse and vigorous—al- 
though we do nét know positively what terse may mean, and are 
a little unsettled with regard to the word vi We think 
that the Sunday Papers are gifted with terseness and fascinating 
vigor. If they are not at all events they have something else, and 
whatever it is we intend to get some of it. 

There are times that ‘‘ try mens’ souls,’’ and that is about all 
they do, but they do not try them half so severely as a straight 
out Sunday paper. e carefully he has to at least 
peruse the Hoboken journals afterwards in order to re-establish his 
brains, on the homeopathic principle. H ie that enough has 
been said now to excuse our giving a regular preface, we will pro- 
ceed to try a little biography. 

Avcustus—What of him? Hark ye, querist 
milk white young man, patented by an ev: journal, snatched 
from the Personals of the Herald, and first br ht before the pub- 
lic by ourselves. He was born at the age of fourteen, and was 
immediately crphaned. During his youth he was, it is said, fre- 
quently asked the question ‘‘ How came you so?’ but his answers 
are not reported. His first essay as a humorist was a work in 
four volumes, previously published in the paper to which he is 
more attached than it is to him, and entitled th 

‘*Tpror’s Dexicur; |] 
In this he displayed considerable fluent flatu , as for instance 
where he apostrophized the ‘‘ Eight Cages of Heliogabalus Sparrow 
Kites and Five Hundred Limerick Oysters.’’ As the founder of 
several staunch patriotic gags, he is also to be mentioned. 

That he has had dealings with stage managers, and is not 
wholly innocent of burlesque is easily inferied. It seems a maxim 
of actors and managers that, allu tussy, ‘‘ No theatre 
should be without him.’’ There are r r classing him as 
the original author of the Cribbe I »—for at 
filching from the French he is mpl d always renders 
the several parts into English and Meeting I humor besides. 
According to AuGustvs the province of burl purely instruc- 
tive and partakes of the probabl In 1 S 
easily accounted for as the policeman and pole; so also the 
proximity of Hades and the Good Villa A lizard four feet long 
crawling through a Keyhole is quit wable provid 





orous. 






If one reads o1 





Aveustus is a 

































he fairy 1s 




















provided he can be 
made to allude to Gen. McCLeLian give thes rd toast of 
Lager and La guerre—‘‘ On ig, On untry, ei lager !’’ 
There is no philosophy in burlesqu pt you insist on it. Ex- 
anza is as yet free and 1 ‘long may she 
Comedy is not now-a-days comedy unless ble—ev 
thing should be palpable to meet with tl its of civili- 
zation. 
It has never been defi ly ascert | at AvGusTUs would 
take to stop writing, but we shor say that ars would be 





about the thing. His puns 
hard, heavy articles, too cumbers 
less he has paid fifty cents at a play 


bby, round, 
swallow un- 
intention of 








swallowing everything the management may see fit to offer. It is 
generally opined that the fair AuGusrus’s cream laid jokes are due 


to a diet of shrimps and water~ 
berry tart 


| ae . 
caslonal Loose- 


resses, with an < 
The latter will in a measure account for the sarcastic 





corrodings that at times are found even in st finished pro- 
ductions. 
The ghosts of his puns prowl about the street at 


counter you amid a lurid glare emitted from tl 
Policemen have been frightened to death or sol 
children have been thrown into co! 
raving distracted. We have heard of 
three o'clock A. M.—looking for Aveustvs, 
dian. Where was he at that hou Where, 
he allow the manes of bis beloved offspring to leay 
place and pursue their mad bou I 
goodly town? Oh, why What : 
they seek to torture us? What have we done? At 
them in hand as we do you, collect ar tl 
cast them into a flaming fire 





out as late as 
and guar- 
Why does 
their burial 


ppy streets of our 








career at 





Why should 
Le WwsTUs, take 
er them together, and 
oe 


The Great Guns of 





“Those twelve and fifteen-inch Columbiad 
engines of destruction,” re 
ing paper. 

‘* Yes,’’ responded X.; ‘* they are remarkably like the 
you are perusing 

**And how so?" inquired the Poet 

“Why, their Great bores are always ting Heavy 
said X. ** Let us go and liquor.” ~ 

The tod was gen 





nust be terrible 


S morm- 
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‘‘A MAN I KNEW, WHO LIVED UPON A SMILE ; 


AND WELL IT FED uIM.’’— Young’s Night Thoughts. 








“WHEN PIGS WERE SWINE.” 


** Once on a time, when pigs were swine,”’ 
Hath meaning of a graver nature 

Than you, perchance, my Friends, divine ; 
For as I take the quaint old line, 

It would that blessed age assign 

When things had their true nomenclature. 

‘* When pigs were swine,’’ we have been told,” 
Embezzlement as ‘‘ Theft’’ was branded : 
Whether a Nation’s trust be sold, 

Or simply fobbed his neighbor’s gold, 
The man was called a ‘‘ scamp”’ of old, 
And to the Law, as such, was handed. 


A Faction, ’gainst the State arrayed, 

To slaughter and to spoil surrendered — 

A hissing and a scorn was made 

Where’ er respect to Right was paid, 

And world-wide sympathy and aid 

To crush the “‘ Rebel’’ crew were tendered. 


‘* When pigs were swine,”’ crime ranked, in short, 
Alike in cottage, church, and Palace : 

Broadcloth and fustian both, when caught 

In ‘ derelict,’’ were one ; and naught, 

In the most ‘‘ Reverend” rogue, was thought 

To screen him from the gaol, or gallows. 


But now, in “*‘ Young America,”’ 

As well as in some older nations, 

You know, my jolly Friends, ha! ha! 
Nows avons changé tout cela, 

From ‘ pigs’’ up to—etcetera 

We've made delightful alterations. 


Yes, all harsh words, our courtlier years 
Have found it politic to alter : 








0 


Good for Jeff. 


the 8. C. Presidents departures from home, 
remarks, ‘‘ He at once took the next train 
for Manassas.” It is quite possible he may 
take a Neck Strain for his infamous Treason. 


| 
| A Richmond paper, in mentioniong one of 
| 
| 
| 
| 





Bad for the World. 
Why is the Daily World like the expedi- 
tion against Big Bethel ? 
Because its want of success is principally 
owing to the stupidity of its Leaders. 





Sentiment by a Pirate of the * Savannah; 


‘*Cheer up, my hearties!—as long as we 
can rig up a Jury Mast like that ’ere, there 
ain’t no fear of our runnin’ foul of Gibbet 
Island |” 





Seat 


Commercial. 
From the Running Accounts given of the 
Rebel General Price, we are inclined to the 
belief that he is a Regular Price Current. 





an dt ull 


“Cano, arma virumgne.. .” 


Why is a Rifleman in ill-health, like a 
Revolver ? 
Because he is a Sick-shooter. 





Review of ‘‘Porter’s Division.”’ 


It does not go in for Half-and-Half Meas- 
ures. 





Interesting Event in Sporting Circles. 
Fernanpo Woop has entered the Ring. 








Of ‘‘ swine’ as swine, one seldom hears ; 
‘* Pirates’ are ‘‘ dashing Privateers ;” 
And not a wholesale rascal fears 

Getting a worse name than ‘ Defaulter.” 


‘* Rebellion” too, save by the State 

Whose peace and wealth the Rebels ravage— 
Is ‘‘ Revolution” termed of late, 

And ‘‘Gentlemen’’ participate, 

Among its hordes of lust and hate, 

In deeds that would disgust a savage. 


The Reverend rogue, in peace of mind, 
(Though to One Judge account he still owes,) 
To ‘* travel on his ‘ cloth’” inclined— 

His ‘‘ sacred office” skulks behind, 

And sweetly sinning, still may find, 

His sins are only ‘‘ Peccadillos.’’ 


Thus all hath changed, Friends, as you see : 
Hard words no more like stones are flying ; 
And all mankind—even P. T. B.— 
Had in this change a hand ; for he 

Named ‘* Humbug,’’ that which used to be 
So coarsely ‘‘ swindling” called, and *‘ lying.’’ 
Now, Reader, whether you repine 

At these enlightened innovations, 

Upon the “ time when pigs were swine,” 
Will much depend, as { opine, 

Upon your being in the line 

Of any of the alterations ! 





Anent the Game of Poker. 


If you Go Blind, much, you have no Sight ! 
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